110 APRIL. 

autumn. It is fraught with beauties that no other 
month can bring before us, and “ it bears a glass 
which shows us many more.” Its life is one sweet 
alternation of smiles, and sighs and tears ; and 
tears, sighs and smiles, till it is consummated at 
last in the open laughter of May. 

«« April, sweet month, the daintiest of all. 

Fair thee befal ; 

April, fond hope of fruits that lie 
In buds of swathing 1 cotton wrapt. 

There closely lapt, 

Nursing their tender infancy. 

** April, thou dost thy yellow green and blue 
All around thee strew, 

When as thou goest, the grassy floor 
Is -with a million flowers depeint. 

Whose colours quaint, 

Have diaper’d the meadows o’er. 

“ April, at whose glad coming zephyrs rise 
With whispered sighs. 

Then on their light wing brush away. 

And hang amid the woodlands fresh 
Their airy mesh, 

To tangle Flora on her way. 


“ April, it is thy hand that doth unlock 
From plain and rock, 

Odours and hues, a balmy store. 

That breathing lie on Nature’s breast, 
So richly blest, 

That earth and heaven can ask no more. 



9 L 9 L ML £L ZL U 0 L 69 89 L9 99 99 W £9 29 19 09 69 89 Z9 99 99 fr9 £9 29 19 09 


APRIL. 


Ill 


c< April, the hawthorn and the eglantine. 

Purple woodbine, 

Streak’d pink, and lily-cup, and rose. 

And thyme and marjoram are spreading 
Where thou art treading, 

And their sweet eyes for thee unclose. 

“ The little nightingale sits singing aye, 

On leafy spray, 

And in her fitful strain doth run, 

A thousand and a thousand changes 
With voice that ranges 

Through every sweet division. 

“ Sweet month, thou see’st at this jocund prime. 

Of the spring-time, 

The hives pour out their lusty young, 

And hear'st the yellow bees that ply 
With laden thigh 

Murmuring the flowery wilds among. 

« May shall with pomp his wavy wreath unfold, 

His fruits of gold, 

His fertilizing dews that swell 
In manna on each spike and stem, 

And like a gem. 

Red honey in the waxen cell. 

“ Who will, may praise him ; but my voice shall be. 
Sweet month, for thee ; 

Thou that to her dost owe thy name. 

Who saw the sea-wave’s foamy tide 
Swell and divide, 

Whence forth to life and light she came.** 

April is generally represented as a youth or 


